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DAYWA. Your words enter not my ear. If he were a pious hermit,
he would have come here to his death, without flinching, without fear.
This is no hermit, but a cunning fellow. This is no master of learn-
ing, this is only a sham hermit. Stop your arguments, do as I order
you.                                   [The HERMIT is seized and bound with ropes.]

HERMIT. I am not afraid to die, but before I die I wish to
see my mother. O mother, O father, all my dreams of giving you
the cool water of religious truth are now shattered. ... I am
not afraid of death, I am not frightened of torture. Even Shin
Mauggalan, the famous saint, had to suffer torture. . . . But, my
friends, my sisters, little ladies, pretty princesses, how are you
going to escape from pain and death? Oh, oh, use your wits, my
little mistresses, use your wits, use sweet words, and strive to
escape without my help. Oh, oh, I am all upside down, my heart,
my breast, my intestines are all topsy-turvy, they hurt me so. ...
Oh, oh, you king of the gods, you king of the golden mountain,
Mayyu, can you not see me? Will you not save many lives? Have
you forgotten us? Friend, king of the gods, who rests at the foot of
the paradise-tree on a carpet inlaid with gold and adorned with
jewels, oh, mighty king of the gods, I ask your help, I ask your
help. . . .

[Enter KING OF THE GODS to one corner.]

KING OF THE GODS. Why is my carpet, usually softer than cotton
wool, why is my carpet of rubies and emeralds, why is my gold-and-
silver carpet so hard? It is as hard as stone. Oh, it is a sign that
someone pious needs my help. I must look down the mountain side.
. . . Ah, Daywagonban, whom I honoured by giving a title, is deter-
mined to kill his brother with his mighty bow, to kill the holy hermit.
Mad ogre, he is as Daywadat, who tried to kill the master of gods
and men. That ogre must not kill a holy man, I must guard against
any insult to religion. I must warn the ogre-king. My followers of
gold, my gods who bear the proud title of Umbonwala, my gods
who laugh and play on the tips of clouds! (Enter some gods.) My
four faithful gods, O masters of rain and clouds! The ogre-king is
going to kill a pious hermit, thinking him to be a sham one. Send
some thunderbolts, make the terrible noise of thunder, let lightning
rend the sky. The ogres will take the signs as warning, they will
realize that they are ill-treating a pious hermit.

LEADER OF THE RAIN-GODS.   As you order, noble king, we will rend